BUILDING THE NEW NAVY

When our antique Juniata entered the harbor of
Gibraltar I was too ill to be on the bridge. Mr.
Sprague, our consul, brought off a British physician
for consultation with our ship's surgeon, and they
made a thorough examination of rne. A number of
times he pressed his hand very forcibly against my
liver, asking, "Does that hurt you?" and each time,
though I had an excruciating twinge, I managed to
keep a straight face and reply, "No."

It was a foolish self-deceit on my part, but I was
not minded to have any medical decision put me
ashore and keep me from going to the Far East?
where I had not as yet served. I thought I could
wear down my indisposition, as many another man
has thought under similar circumstances.

When we arrived at Malta, however, I was taken
ashore to the British Naval Hospital, with a com-
plication of typhoid fever and abscess of the liver.
I owe my life to the skill and care of the head sur-
geon, Dr. James Nicholas Dick, a genial, warm-
hearted, capable Irishman. For some time I had a
tube in my side, and every day, rather than trust
any junior surgeon or nurse, he himself attended to
the abscess. He is still living, and is now Inspector-
General Sir James Nicholas Dick, of the Directors
General of the Medical Department, retired, and
Honorary Surgeon to the King,

After I was out of the hospital and the Juniata
had proceeded on her way under a new commander,e custom-house andthe Boston Navy Yard
